GEORGE  CHAPMAN
Thirsting the combat: and to him thus miserably cried
The kind old king: * O Hector ! fly this man, this homicide,
That straight will stroy thee.    He's too strong, and would to
heaven he were
As strong in heaven's love as in mine!   Vultures and dogs
should tear
His prostrate carcass, all my woes quenched with his bloody
spirits.
He has robbed me of many sons and worthy, and their merits
Sold to far islands.   Two of them, ay me ! I miss but now,
They are not entered, nor stay here.    Laothoe, O 'twas thou,
O queen of women, from whose womb they breathed.    O did
the tents
Detain them only, brass and gold would purchase safe events
To their sad durance ; 'tis within.    Old Altes, young in fame,
Gave plenty for his daughter's dow'r; but if they fed the flame
Of this man's fury, woe is me, woe to my wretched Queen !
But in our state's woe their two deaths will nought at all
be seen
So thy life quit them.  Take the town, retire, dear son, and save
Troy's husbands and her wives, nor give thine own life to the
grave
For this man's glory.    Pity me, me, wretch, so long alive,
Whom in the door of age Jove keeps, that so he may deprive
My being in fortune's utmost curse, to see the blackest thread
Of this life's miseries, my sons slain, my daughters ravished,
Their resting chambers sacked, their babes, torn from them, on
their knees
Pleading for mercy, themselves dragged to Grecian slaveries,
And all this drawn through my red eyes.   Then last of all kneel I,
Alone, all helpless at my gates, before my enemy,
That ruthless gives me to the dogs, all the deformity
Of age discovered ; and all this thy death, sought wilfully,
Will pour on me.   A fair young man at all parts it beseems,
Being bravely slain, to lie all gashed, and wear the worst
extremes
Of war's most cruelty, no wound of whatsoever ruth
But is his ornament ; but I, a man so far from youth,
White head, white-bearded, wrinkled, pined, all shames must
show the eye.
Live, prevent this then, this most shame of all man's misery/
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